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the animals soon lay dead on the sand, but the rest regained
the sea in safety.
"Here are the seals required, captain!" said the sailor,
advancing towards the engineer.
" Capital," replied Harding. " We will make bellows of
them!"
"Bellows!" cried Pencroft. "Well! these are lucky
seals!"
It was, in fact, a blowing-machine, necessary for the
treatment of the ore that the engineer wished to manufac-
ture with the skins of the amphibious creatures. They were
of a medium size, for their length did not exceed six feet
They resembled a dog about the head.
As it was useless to burden themselves with the weight
of both the animals, Neb and Pencroft resolved to skin
them on the spot, whilst Cyrus Harding and the reporter
continued to explore the islet
The sailor and the negro cleverly performed the opera-
tion, and three hours afterwards Cyrus Harding had at
his disposal two seals1 skins, which he intended to use
in this state, without subjecting them to any tanning
process.
The settlers waited till the tide was again low, and cross-
ing the channel they entered the Chimneys,
The skins had then to be stretched on a frame of wood,
and sewn by means of fibres so as to preserve the air with-